sc. iv.]         THE HYPOCHONDRIAC              191

Go and send me my daughter Angelique, I have
something to tell her.

Toi. Here she is coming, herself: she has read your
thoughts.

SCENE III
ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE, ABGAN

ARG. Come here, Angelique: you have come just
in the nick of time: I wished to speak to you.

ANG. Here I am, ready to listen to you.

AUG. (running to the closet). Wait. Give me my stick,
I will be back immediately.

Toi. (jeering at Mm). Make haste, Monsieur, make
haste. Monsieur Fleurant gives you plenty to do.

SCENE IV
ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE

ANG. (looking at her with languishing eyes, says to her in
confidence). Toinette.

Toi. Well?

ANG. Just look at me.

Toi. Very well !   I am looking at you.

ANG. Toinette.

Toi. All right.   What do you want out of' Toinette * ?

ANG. Cannot you guess what I want to talk about ?

Toi. I have a dim idea: of the young lover; for
he has been the subject of ail our conversations
during the last so: days; and you are miserable
unless you are talking of him every moment

ANG. Since you think that, why are you not the first
to talk to me about it, and so spare me the trouble
of forcing you to converse?